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The liverie of the warlike Maideappeares, 

Pure red, and white, for yet no beard has blcft him. 

And hi hisrowling eyes,fits vi&ory, 

As if flic ever ment to cored! his valour.* 

His Nofc ftands high,a CharajSer of honour. 

His red lips,after fights, are fit for Ladies. 

Emil. Muft thefe men die too > 

Per. When hefpeakes,his tongue 
Sounds like a Trumpet ; AH hislyneaments 
Are as a man would wifh ’etn,ftrong,and cleane, 

He weares a well- fteeld Axe, the ftafteofgold. 

His age fome five and twenty. 

Afejf. Therms another, 

A little man ,but of a tough loule,feeming 
As great as any : fairer promiles 
In fuch a Body, yet I never look’d on. 

Per. 0,he that’s freckle fac’d f 
Mejf The fame my Lord,. 

Are they not fweet ones ? 

‘Per. Yes they are well. 

Mejf. Methmkes, 

Being io few, and well difpofd.they Ihow 
Great, and fine art in nature,he’s white hair’d, 

Not wanton white, but fuch a manly colour 
Next to an aborne,tough,and nimble fet. 

Which fhowes an a&ive foule ; his armes ai e brawny 
Linde with flrong finewes ; To the (houlder peece. 
Gently they fwell,like women new conceav d, _ 
Which fpeakes him prone to labour, never fainting 
Vnder the waight of Armes;ftout hartcd,itill. 

But when he ftirs, a Tiger; he’s gray eyd. 

Which yeelds companion where he conquers. pe 
To fov advantages, and where he finds ’em, 

He’sRvift to make ’em fiis: He do’s no wrongs. 

Nor takes none ; he’s roun d fee d,and when e mi et 
He ftiowes a Lover,when he frownes,a , ouldier . 
About his head he weares the winners oke, 

An Art* rhe favour of his * 




rfoTtsllliiUeKiiif***- 6 i 

& N.W » I have a foule 1 tag to ft**. 
ll ^%ihallfte»cofigtano«v. 

B* « itSSa , lord i Th<* would to 
Btavelv about t he T.tle. oftwo Kmgdonaes j 
Ti^pittv Love Ihould be fo tyrannous : 

rt^'vouhaveVerL m wi.H you. tot&.Wrf 
To you I give the Feild ; pray order it, ( » 

pitting the perfons that muft ufc it. 

Vhef. Come, lie goe vifit ’em •* I cannot ftay. 

Theit fame has fir’d me fo j Till they appeate. 

Good Friend be royall. 

par. There fliall want no bravery. 

Emilia* Poore wench goe wecpe,for whoioever wins, 
Loofes a noble Cofcn, for thy fins. Exeunt. 

Scsena 3 . Enter UiUr % W***r 
■ Den. Her diffraction is more at fomc time of the Moone* 

Then at other fome,is it not? f _ ... n 

I&u Shciicomiaualiy in abarmelefle ditftcmper^fleepes 
Littk, altogether without appetite, favc often drinking, 
Dreaming ofanorher world,and a betterjand what 
Broken peece of matter fo’erc flie^aboutjthc name 
Palamon lardes it, that Ah farces evVy bufines 

Enter Daughter* 

Withalhfyts it to every queftion ; Looke where 
Sh:e comes 5 you fha:l perceive her behaviour. 

Baugh. 1 have forgot it quit?;Thc burden o*nt/was dmne 
A downe a, and pend by no worle ttiag^en 
Girald9^£miha6 Schoolctnaftcrjbe’s as 
Fantafticall 'oo,as ever he may goe uponslcgs^ 

For in the next world will ©wC fee TtiUmon % and 

K a Then 
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